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jackals who could never have been hunted
by one in quest of such game unless blind,
deaf and devoid of the sense of smell. Nor
if great men were her weakness is it for the
little, who crept under her wing, to complain.
There is a tale of a young man who having
his attention called by her to the rue
Barton stammered, cAh! I see. You were
called after the street.3 If there had been
such a young man, and if he had so far
forgotten courtesy, there would have been
a pause and then an invitation to visit
the Villa. CI collect insatiably,3 she would
murmur. cYou must let me add you.' In
what capacity, and representing what, the
young man would ruefully wonder. But he
would go to lunch.
Not that it is possible to deny the epic of
the League Building. But why deny it?
Since the triumph of the Villa Lammermoor
over the embattled forces of the world makes
Ajax of no account. A knowledge of the
geography of the lakeside is necessary fully
to grasp the significance of the struggle. A
plan should have been appended of the
kind now habitual in novels of detection.
Here, for example, would be marked the
living-room, and here, presumably with
a communicating door, the dying-room,
marked with an X which shows the position
of the corpse. The corpse on this occasion
would be the hope that the League Council